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But,n and* here for the first time the eyes of our host grew ani-
mated, and he raised his voice slightly, " it is maddening to
think of that cargo drifting about in the Pacific. I do trust that
next time a ship breaks up with a deck-load of timber, she will
have at least the commonsense to do so near Easter Island."
Then; after a pause, VI wish you no ill, but the yacht would make
a splendid wreck."

We kepi Maw for nearly two months while learning our new
surroundings.   Not only were we anxious to find if we had the
necessary camp gear and stores, but we were engaged in agonised
endeavours to foresee the details of excavation and research, in
case essential'tools or equipment had been forgotten, which
the yacht could fetch from Chile.   The time, however, arrived
when she must go.     Mr.  Ritchie was now on shore with us
for survey work, but as his service with the Expedition was
limited, the vessel had to return in time to take him back to
civilisation by the correct date.   Mr. Gillam had from this time
sole charge of the navigation of Mana.   Instructions for him had
to be written, and correspondence grappled with;   business
letters, epistles for friends, and reports to Societies were hurriedly
dealt with;   and an article which had been promised to the
Spectator, " First Impressions of Easter Island/' was written in
my tent, by the light of a hurricane-lamp, during the small hours
of more than one morning.

When the. mail-bag was finally sealed, there was great
difficulty in getting hold of Mana. The position of a skipper
of a boat off Easter Island, unless she has strong steam-power,
is not a happy one. Mr. Gillam used to lie in his berth at
Cook's Bay hearing,the waves break on the jagged reaches of
lava, and the longer he listened the less he liked, it. The
instant that the wind shows sign^ of going to the west, a ship
must clear out. It is reported that on one occasion there were
some anxious moments on board: a sudden change of wind
and tide were setting the yacht steadily on the rocks; the
engineer was below in the ei^uie-room, and Mr. Gillam shouted
to him down the hatchway, " If you can't make that motor
$f youra go round in three minutes, you willknow whether fbere

^ To get in touch with the yacht was like a game of hide-and-
v^-^fe &>r often by the time those on shore arrived at one side of